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the shadow of a bird flying over a river, made it all
more wonderful I've often thought of it since, an<
has seemed to me a very good symbol of life.

SYLVIA: John, you can't be serious.

JOHN: I'll tell you what I mean. Life seems to me like a h
jig-saw puzzle that doesn't make any picture, but if
like we can make little patterns, as it were, out of
pieces.

SYLVIA: What is the use of that?

JOHN: There's no use, and no need. It's merely sometfa
we can do for our own satisfaction. Pain and sorrow
some of the pieces that we have to deal with. By mat
the most of ail our faculties, by using all our opf
tunities, out of the manifold events of life, our deeds,
feelings, our thoughts, we can make a design whid
intricate, dignified, and beautiful. And death at <
stroke completes and destroys it.

\Tbere is a momenfs sih

MRS.  POOLE: I  wonder  why  you're  coming  to  chu

to-morrow to be married?
JOHN: {With a smih'.] I think Sylvia would be outragec

the thought of being married in a registry office.
MRS. POOLE: It's lucky for you the Vicar is broad-mind

A stricter man might think it his duty to refuse

blessing of the Church to an unbeliever.
MRS. WHARTON: [Anxiously.] Vicar, you're not thinking

doing anything like that?

VICAR: I confess the question has crossed my mi
[Kindly.] I don't think I can bring myself to expose si
good Christians as you and Sylvia to such a humiliati

SYLVIA: You need not harass yourself, Vicar. I've deci<
aot to marry John.

JOHN: [Aghast] Sylvia! Sylvia, you can't mean that!
SYLVIAS I was dreadfully troubled the other day when ]